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above Miss B------ broke in with,   'Oh, much
worse than that! you looked like one of those beggar-women on the street, for your skirt was pinned over the wrong way and displayed the " spare/' bound with rusty black, not to speak of quite twelve inches deep of yellow mud all round the bottom!' I said, ' Why did you let 'me go such a figure ? ' And she calmly replied, 1 Because if / had to go in trousers, I was determined that you should not look too respectable!' You must bear in mind that we were accompanied by two very nice young men, students, who were travelling round the world, and looked as spick and span as we were . . . otherwise. I am not sure that I don't regret the pyjama suit after all; it couldn't have been worse !)
The cave was certainly most beautiful, with every variety of wonderful things in it; cathedral arches, vaulted and fretted roofs, and lovely little shrines that only lacked a statue to make them quite complete. There were statues too, and no mean ones, but unluckily none in quite the right places. One figure was extraordinarily like the Madonna with the Child in her arms; indeed, this cave used to be called the Madonna Cave, but, as the guide quietly observed, ' when Lord Carrington came here they thought more of him than of the Madonna, so now it is called the Carrington Cave!' In one place there is a stretch of rock known as The Shawls; it looks like the finest Shetland knitting, with striped